khaki uniform with a single pip on her shoulder, and
the badges of the R.A.M.C, on the lapels of her coat.
The Captain took a swift, and rather shy look at her,
and decided that though she possessed no pretensions
to being pretty, she had some nice wavy brown hair,
and a sensitive face. From her neck hung a
stethoscope.

" Do sit down. I'm sorry you've been kept waiting.
What's been the matter with you ? You're on leave,
aren't you ? "

The man at the table hurried through the preamble
as if desirous of making up for lost time. Then he
reached for an Army Form and got down to business.
" Name . . . Age . . . Regiment . . . Period of service
. . . Foreign service . . . Date when first ill ..."
and so on till the form was filled with the answers.

" Now strip to the waist, please."

The Captain obeyed, and in turn the three doctors
examined him. Each went through exactly the same
routine, listening here, tapping there, prodding and
knocking at his chest and back. The lady doctor was
the last to officiate, and the Captain shivered slightly
when she touched him. Her hands were so cold. The
men's hands had been warm and moist.

" She should have a tolerably warm heart," thought
the Captain, remembering the old saying.

Eventually the triple examination came to an end.
The Captain re-dressed and returned to the waiting-
room while the Medical Board considered its verdict.
Once more he sat on the arm of the chair listening to
the gurgling of the hot-water pipes. Once more the
long minutes dragged out. ... He wondered whether
he would have to wait another half-hour. . . . Would
it be a good sign or a bad if they sent for him quickly ?
... He hoped that lady doctor knew her job. That
she wouldn't make a fuss over something that really
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